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1Hear Her Sing
My interior vision is looking for light in darkness. 
Is looking for a right moment to open the jar to release the fireflies.
  
I set her free to let her sing with the “naïve candor of a child.” 
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8Indeed, this is not an academic paper, nor really a novel or diary.
It is some words from a young soul. 
Abstract
“Hear Her Sing” is to explore a new aesthetic methodology of artist’s 
writing. Physically, it aims to approach an experimental experience 
between texts, images, sounds, materials, and paper form. The writing 
seeks for an aesthetic metaphorical printing representation of my 
embodied multimedia installations. The project looks for profound 
sensory impression of linking vision, hearing, touch and intuition, 
imagination; and asks the reader’s eye, ear, hand, and mind to constantly 
shift channels. While reading, imagination infinitely extends. 
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“Visual art as a multi-sensual thing, something which afterall defines 
everyday experience.”1
____________ 
1  Judith Findlay, Desire and the Work of Dalziel and Scullion (Glasgow :Red Bluff 
Publishing, 1995), 45
18
The interactivity in an artwork dependent on memory of experience of 
artist and audience must mix and intertwine or the experience won’t 
work.2 
____________
2  Judith Findlay, Desire and the Work of Dalziel and Scullion, 34-35
20
The synced experience is the most beautiful thing in an artwork, when it 
happens it gives us love and hate, joy and anger, happiness and sadness, 
distress and eustress, attachment and alienation. 
It plays a chord in our mind. 
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Prologue
Personally, I treat this project as an ongoing dialogue between myself 
and my alter ego, a secret diary that keeps me in, a journey that narrates 
my adventures—smile and tear, sweet yet bitter. To the reader, it aims to 
evoke their sympathy through narrating the segments of everydayness, 
contingency between “She” and “I.”
Narratively, real and unreal scenes in “Hear Her Sing” shifts constantly 
along with the first person narrator and the third person narrator. 
She represents another me, another particular moment/period/
fragment of me. At the same time, the “she” references your experience, 
your perception, your memory. Spiritually metaphoric, we move 
spatially back and forth between objective reality and us subjective; self-
constructed ones. 
Thanks to the book, I am given an opportunity to stand behind the 
texts that are narrating my stories, and transfer my experiences into 
metaphoric and descriptive words. Finally, I gathered some segments: 
poems, notes, photos, scenes, dialogues, voices, sounds—and blended 
them into the book.
I
 I     II    III
32
“We are living in a reality of our own creation, subject to our human 
sensory limitations as well as contextual and cultural forms.”3                                                   
                                                                                                            
                                                                                                  —James Turrell
 
II
 I     II    III
____________
3  James Turrell, “James Turrell Introduction”, accessed on Feburary 13, 2017, http://
jamesturrell.com/about/introduction/
54
“We’re half awake in our fake empire, half dreaming in our self-constructed 
reality. It feels real while we’re in them since we realized something was 
actually strange while we fully wake up.”4
 I     II    III
____________
4  Cobb Dom, Inception, Directed by Christopher Nolan, Universal City, Califor-
nia: Warner Bros, 2010
76
I am interested in the connection between different time zones and 
spacetime. 
I am always wondering if there is an entrance that enables people to 
physically go through, to travel to another timezone easily. 
When I was a little girl, I loved to watch “Doraemon”—a Japanese series 
cartoon. The story revolves around a robotic cat named Doraemon, who 
travels back in time from the 22nd century through his time machine 
to aid a pre-teen boy named Nobita Nobi. Using Doraemon’s time 
machine, one can travel through both time and space and go back to 
have conversations with any 
past time. 
I was born and grew up in Shanghai, a city filled with intense LED lights 
at night. I guess that is where my interest of light comes from. 
In the fall of 2013, I moved to Chicago, a city which is located in the 
vicinity of the spectacular Lake Michigan, and balances a modernized 
metropolis perfectly. The seamless combination of modern city and 
expansive natural landscape stimulates me to explore an art form that 
not only amplifies and intensifies viewers’ physical sensory enjoyment 
of artworks and exhibition spaces, but also provides both visual and 
perceptive possibilities to reveal and visualize the inconceivable non-
objective physical phenomena/materials behind the physical world to be 
observable to the public. 
I’ve been using my artwork as a time machine to represent potential 
connections between different spacetimes. 
“I feel the noble moments of my life … is when the borders and 
peripheries of the spirit are diaphanous and vague.”5
Two babies were born at the exact same time in two different areas, their 
birthdays could be on two different days.
III
 I     II    III
____________
5  Jacob Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer (London: Eros Press, 2015), 38
98
My interior vision is looking for light in darkness. 
Is looking for a right moment to open the jar to release the fireflies.
  
I set her free to let her sing with the “naïve candor of a child.” 
1110
Where Sky Kisses the Sea 
Scene I
1312
One day long ago
the sky
asked the sea
If it wanted to go out for a drink 
They spent 
the whole night dancing…
and fell in love
with the way 
They were so different 
Yet
the same.6
                                     —Christopher Poindextex
Hiroshi Sugimoto, Seascapes, Caribbean Sea, Jamaka, 1980
____________
6  Christopher Poindextex, “Christopher Poindexter quotes”, Pinterest, accessed on Feb 
14, 2017, http://www.pinterest.com/theamazingjlc/christopher-poindexter-quotes/
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void setup() {
Size(∞);
}
What is the relationship between me and the world?
When is the moment, that my body, my mind, and the world are aligned 
as through three characters finally in conversation together?
My interior vision is looking for light in darkness. Is looking for a right 
moment to open the jar to release the fireflies.  
I set her free to let her sing with the “naïve candor of a child.”7
void draw() {
Line (0,0,∞,∞);
}
She wanders _____________________
____________
7  Claude Debussy, Humanities Web.org, accessed on Feburary 11, 2017,  http://www.
humanitiesweb.org/human.php?s=c&p=c&a=i&ID=62
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Her walks create a consonance between internal and external 
passage,11one that generates a harmony composed from treble, 
midrange and bass.
 
They sing as a choir. 
Her body is adequate to get her where she is going,8 and her walks 
develop a more tangible, concrete relationship9 between her interior 
vision and external sound from the world.
 
Her rhythm of walking generates her rhythm of thinking, the land-
scape she passesd echoes/stimulates the passage through her series of 
thoughts.10
____________
11  Solnit, Wanderlust: A Histroy of Walking, 6
____________
8  Rebecca Solnit, Wanderlust: A Histroy of Walking (New York: Penguin Books, 2000), 9
9  Solnit, Wanderlust: A Histroy of Walking, 9
10  Solnit, Wanderlust: A Histroy of Walking, 5-6
 
1918
“The carcasses, shards, and fragments left in their wake form the 
skyline of Shanghai. Below, a muddy plain, strewn with crab shells, 
liquor bottles, dirty rain and the footsteps of every morning; most 
suitable for strays, the lost and adventurers. Then the river opens to the 
ocean, forming an orifice into the city like a rotting birth canal, along 
which sit the buildings and squalor of the docklands where she would 
wander endlessly late at night. 
She wandered through the endless hallways, lanes and alleys 
punctuated by allurements: painted female faces, the scents of perfume, 
sparkling light, smoke from grilling meat.”12
____________
12  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 7
2120
“She loved the sea. 
She liked the sharp, salty smell of the air, and the vastness of the horizons 
bounded only by a vault of azure sky above.”13
                                                                                       —George R.R Martin
                                                                                          
____________
13  George R.R Martin, A Storm of Swords(A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3), (New York: 
Bantam Books, 2003), 74 
2322
White Cliffs “is at the edge of a landscape which seems infinitely 
extending itself, flat and spacious ground connects with the sky. Bright 
light reflects highways, ground covered by grass, white edge of edge, 
antique village and castle.
An existential place which attests to a definite sense of being there 
enabling a clarity of vision; a type of everyday and ongoing state of 
meditation or thoughtfulness, which makes for a certain awareness. 
The geography (land, sky and sea) relies on the experience of it; an 
experience counts on geography —a geography defined as sensuous—
of touch, taste, smell, hearing and sight (a sensuous geography). The 
cultural, the social, the technological, the natural and the personal 
all exist together—play off and rely on each other. And so the land 
is scattered and surrounded with markers of presence - of people 
- in place: proof of the processes and values of human activity and 
manufacture, and importantly the illumination of the dialectics, or 
polarities, of the values of ancient and modern, conservation and 
progress, old and new, past and future, history and present, large and 
small, technology and landscape, culture and nature, art and science.”14
____________
14   Findlay, Desire and the Work of Dalziel And Scullion, 15
2524
2726
A Sweet Deliciousness of Feeling Seeing 15
Scene II
____________
15  “Light and perception”, National Gallery of Australia, accessed on Feb 14, 2017, 
http://nga.gov.au/JamesTurrell/
2928
I would like to talk about light, and not just light reflected off the surface.
3130
“There is a light that has a clarity as great or greater than daylight vision, and 
a lucidity of color that’s beyond how we see color now…”16                                                                                       
                                                                                                  —James Turrell
____________
16  Koko Jubilo and Tina Shabani, “James Turrell The Pace Gallery(New York) – 67 68 
69”,  01 Magazine, May 26th, 2016, accessed on Feb 13, 2017, http://zero1magazine.
com/2016/05/james-turrell-67-68-69/
3332
3534
“If there were no light, there would be no time.”17
 Light is something that carries dimensions of time and space.
space
time
____________
17   Tsuyoshi Tane, “Light is Time”, London Design Journal, Aprial 24th, 2014, accessed 
on Feb 13, 2017, http://londondesignjournal.com/home/2014/4/10/light-is-time-
3736
“I’m interested in the point where this imaginative vision meets the see-
ing that comes from what we want to think of as outside physical reality, 
because it has a lot to do with how we create reality.”18
                                                                                                         
                                                                                                 —James Turrell
____________
18  Koko Jubilo and Tina Shabani, “JAMES TURRELL: THE PACE GALLERY (NEW 
YORK) – 67 68 69”,  01 Magazine, May 26th, 2016, accessed on Feb 13, 2017, http://
zero1magazine.com/2016/05/james-turrell-67-68-69/
3938
She is dreaming, where does the light in her dream come from?
4140
“The piercing sun which shines over this city, appalling for its lucid 
quality, witnesses all.”19
I passed track platform at King’s Cross station with her, waiting for a 
train. A train takes me away with unsure direction. I sit on the coach 
seat on the train and look at the scenery through the window, “I can 
at will focus on the scenery or on the window-pane. At one moment 
I grasp the presence of the glass and the distance of the landscape; at 
another, on the contrary, the transparency of the glass and the depth of 
the landscape; but the result of this alternation is constant: the glass is 
at once present and empty to me, and the landscape is unreal and full.”20
“A narrow trail the train had been following came to an end as it rose 
to meet the old grey asphalt road that runs up to the missile guidance 
station. Stepping from path to road means stepping up to see the whole 
expanse of the ocean, spreading uninterrupted to the end of horizon. 
This day the sea was a solid blue running toward an indistinct horizon 
where white mist blurred the transition to cloudless sky.”21
 
She “was seen from the cliff to walk forward, until she reached the very 
tip of the cliff where she gazed at the epic waves against an unnaturally 
blue sky. When the wave that broke over her crashed down on the 
cliff. She saw it approach, she became mesmerised by its vastness and, 
knowing she could not escape, stood and waited whilst its immense 
crest arched over” her.
 
She “called over to me, ‘come and see this,’ she said, ‘It is the most 
beautiful thing in the world.’ She lifted her arm up into the deep blue 
sky, and I follow her gaze.”22
I am sitting in an art piece, gazing upwards toward an unobstructed 
view of a blue sky. At this very moment, I feel I am at the bottom of the 
ocean while the sky is falling into the space where I am in. I am seeing 
it approach, realizing my body is becoming stiff, my mind is gradually 
being trapped by the moment I sit and wait for the juncture at which 
seeing the vastness of the sky completely takes me over, body and soul.
____________
22  Findlay, Desire and the Work of Dalziel and Scullion, 33-34
____________
19  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 39
20  Findlay, Desire and the Work of Dalziel and Scullion, 39
21  Solnit, Wanderlust: A Histroy of Walking, 9
4342
(Inspired by James Turrell’s Skyspace) (Inspired by James Turrell’s Skyspace)
4544
“The lights of the city shower splinters and shards over the river, a 
seemingly frozen mass, a glacier of backness running through the dark 
and cold.”23 
____________
23  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 16
4746
On the bus back from New York, I curled up on the seat. I see the colours 
coming from the window on my back, swirls of pink, green, blue, and 
purple moving around between the seats on the bus.
4948
“Lying in bed that night, she opens the window to let in the breeze. Night 
is the only time the temperature is pleasant in summertime Shanghai.”24 
____________
24  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 24
5150
5352
Listen to the Sound of the Earth Turning 25
Scene III 
____________
25  Yoko Ono, Grapefruit, (New York: Simon & Schuster Ltd, 2000)
5554
“Listen and Silent are spelled with the same letters...”26
                                                                                                    
                                                                       —Lori Deschene
____________
26  Lori Deschene, “Listen and Silent Are Spelled with the Same Letters”, tiny 
buddha, accessed on Feb 13, 2017, http://tinybuddha.com/fun-and-inspiring/lis-
ten-and-silent/
5756
“...take a deep breath and let it all the way out with air sound. Listen 
with your mind’s ear for a tone.”27
                                                                                     —Pauline Oliveros
____________
27  Pauline Oliveros, “The Tuning Meditation”, accessed on Feburary 9, 2017, http://
www.elainesummersdance.com/pauline.html
5958
“Think of the Earth as a turning point in eternity, think of the Earth 
as a meeting point in infinity.”28
                                                                                               —Yoko Ono 
____________
28  Yoko Ono, twitter, accessed on Feb 13, 2017, https://twitter.com/yokoono/sta-
tus/472117677930991616
6160
“Empty walls, white box. completeness anesthetized by silence in every 
corner. Endless columns. The hypothetical presence of a human being 
within this expansion becomes prone to formalist interpretations. Un-
defined values. It's neither hot nor cold, just impossible to determine by 
eyesight.”29
“Sound comes up between the floorboards. It seeps in through the walls, 
under the door and around the window frames.”30
“My nights are haunted by the apprehension of an inner vacancy, or a 
dark inaccessibility, animating the shape of the visible world.”31
3:00AM
I laid in bed and watched the clock on the wall dance until the ticks 
matched pace to me is exactly the same peace with my heartbeats. 
I closed my eyes softly and fell in love with the silence in darkness sur-
rounding me like the way I remembered it: “soul, body and all and all.”32 
3:00AM
She sees “the colours: swirls of pink, green, blue and purple moving 
around, but all she can hear is the traffic outside on the street and 
someone turning a key in a lock in the hallway outside her room.”33
“Piano stabs sink deep into the pool of the self, landing on soil once 
apparently fallow but always open to melodrama.
I wrote to her about her homeland in the frozen forest.”34 
____________
29  “Sterile Variables, Empty walls. White box. Undefined values”, accessed on Feb 13,      
2017, http://objects.100luz.com.ar/variables/
30  Gary O’Connor, The Field (London: Transition Editions, 2009), 14
31  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 36  
32  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 24
____________
33  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 12
34  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 75
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Hear Her Sing 
Scene IV
6766
        A dream within a dream ...
Where am I? she asked.
6968
She is singing. Trees are above her head, and a melody is in her mind. 
She is closing her eyes and walking along a line, she is dancing and 
spinning freely. “When she opens her eyes she is lying on her back 
looking up at the blue cloudless sky.”35 She feels autumn leaves on her 
face, she feels a breeze touches her face but it is too gentle to notice. 
Indeed, she questions whether or not she is in a dream. 
Where am I?  She asked. 
“A dream within a dream, the dark colours of the club, of black, straight 
eyebrows over brown and gleaming orbs, of flesh dripping with sweat, 
of smoke rotating towards the ceiling, of half empty green bottles, their 
foamy contents growing lukewarm. I went to get a breath of air.”36
____________
35  O’Connor, The Field, 1
____________
36  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 22
7170
3:00AM
in the darkness,
Mom reads a chapter over the phone about the Prov Town she 
remembered. 
In the darkness, my ear hears the sunshine on her side over the phone.
“It’s raining. I sit beneath a window on the chair and watch the 
raindrops map out tiny systems across the plastic sheeting. They dribble 
this way and that but go nowhere in particular.”39 “I open my eyes, I am 
humming a tune. I get to my feet and start walking in the direction of 
where the rains coming from.”40
Her lips are heavy, a spit blocks her throat. Her mind is blank, she can’t 
remember the song. “She searches her mind for the lyrics but they are 
gone. She sits up and gets her feet on the ground and looks around. The 
landscape is so flat and featureless,”37 light is so bright to recognize the 
direction. She heard a voice coming from the skyline. It sounds smoggy, 
like a dim candle softly lit the darkness, so near, yet so far.The voice 
feels like a soft cotton press on her chest. It smelt like fresh cut rose 
perfume sold in a vintage market somewhere that she has visited.
“Later that night, in a high rise, her face turned away from me, 
locked into a pose on the balcony. The chill air blew past us, but I 
was concentrating on something else. Even as I was holding her, I 
was starting into the distance, at a skyline that promises so much 
excitement, revelation, velocity. I know that I am not the only person 
who has made love to the image of Shanghai itself.”38
____________
37  O’Connor, The Field, 1
38  Dreyer, The Nocturnal Wanderer, 18
____________
39  O’Connor, The Field, 13
40  O’Connor, The Field, 10
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A Thousand miles Apart, together 
Scene V
7776
How long will the full moon appear?
Wine cup in hand, I ask the sky.
I do not know what time of the year it would be 
tonight in the palace on high.
Riding the wind, there I would fly. 
The moon goes round the mansions red,
Through gauze-draped window soft to shed. 
 It shines upon the sleepless. 
I start to dance with my shadow, 
the moon is dark, bright, waxes or wanes;
Though miles apart, we’ll share the beauty it 
displays.
(Paraphrased from Su Shi’s poem “Shuidiao Getou”)
7978
How long will the full moon appear?
Wine cup in hand, she asks the sky.
I do not know what time of the year it would be 
tonight in the palace on high.
Riding the wind, there she would fly.
The moon goes round the mansions red,
Through gauze-draped window soft to shed. 
 It shines upon the sleepless. 
She starts to dance with her shadow, 
the moon is dark, bright, waxes or wanes;
Though miles apart, we’ll share the beauty it 
displays.
 
(Paraphrased from Su Shi’s poem “Shuidiao Getou”)
8180
“I walk with her, looking on as her long neck slowly uncoils and dips 
deeper into the shadows, as its body slowly spins and rolls majestically 
in the fading light. Our pace is matched by the stillness of the afternoon. 
Silence around us.
I breathe in deeply, wanting to absorb the moment.”41
“I walk with her on the small bridge. As the sun goes down the water 
becomes darker, impenetrable to the eye; she looks even more beautiful, 
like freshly fallen snow.”42 “I can feel her hands on my shoulders. Her 
long thin fingers work their way down my spine,”43 her arms caught me 
from the back; “it takes my breath away.”44
“I look around but there is no one behind me.”45
Epilogue: 
____________
41  O’Connor, The Field, 25
42  O’Connor, The Field, 25
43  O’Connor, The Field, 15
44  O’Connor, The Field, 25
45  O’Connor, The Field, 25
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